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"Honestly, you lot, I'll be fine," Rick Allen said to his bandmates, his tone taking on an exasperated edge. "We're 
taking two weeks off before we start working on the next album, yeah? Well, maybe | bloody well wanna 
explore California during that time - and it makes hell of a lot more sense for me to stay here for an extra 


week before going home, than to go home just to turn about and fly back here." 


Joe, the oldest member of the band, sighed and nodded. "S'truth, that does make more sense. Can't blame us 
for worrying, though, kid, you might be eighteen now, but that's awfully bloody young to be ruming about the 


US on your own" 


Rick's tone softened as he said, "I do appreciate that you want to look out for me and all, but yeah, | just.. 
want some time to myself, y'know? | love you blokes like brothers, but you go from ‘protective’ to 
‘overprotective’ too bloody easily, especially when it comes to me, yeah? And how much trouble d'you think | 
can even get into, when the Yanks say I'm too young to drink in California? So there's no worries about me 
getting pissed and doing something stupid." 


Pete and Steve laughed at that, and even Joe cracked a grin. "Right, then, I'll not keep nagging," Joe said. "But 
promise you'll call one of us if you need anything, yeah? Cos you are our little brother, and we don't want 


anything to happen to you." 


"| promise,” Rick said. "And thanks." 


FEKE 


Three days later, Rick strolled down Sunset Strip, covertly checking out the people queued to get into the 
various clubs. He hadn't admitted it to his bandmates, of course, but half the reason he wanted to stay behind 
was because he found himself attracted to men as well as women. The blokes had no issues with him shagging 
the girls who flocked ‘round after their shows, but he wasn't sure they'd be as understanding if he wanted to 
go off with a man instead. He wasn't quite sure how to go about meeting a man, though, as the only gay pub 
he'd found - bar, he reminded himself, they called them bars here in the States - had a very strict 2l-and- 


over admission policy. 


As the sun went down and the colourful glow of the neon signs lit the street, Rick stopped at a cart selling 
tacos to grab a snack As he waited in the queue, a very tall and lanky dark-haired young man who looked to 
be about his age came strolling down the street with a couple of other blokes, a medium-height dark haired 
bloke and a short bleach blond. The two of them seemed to be arguing about which strip club to visit, whilst 
the tall one rolled his eyes. Rick's own eyes drifted to the tall bloke's arse as the trio walked by. 


Tommy Lee, walking down Sunset Strip with two of his bandmates as they debated which club to go to, turned 
to look when he felt eyes on him. He saw a curly-haired young man with a baby face, although he suspected 
the boy was older than his face might suggest, looking at him with admiration. Well, he enjoyed men as well as 


women, and the kid looked built. He smiled, which widened into a grin when the kid blushed. 


Rick blushed when the tall bloke caught him looking and smiled at him. He reached the front of the queue then 
and ordered his tacos, pulling his wallet from his pocket to pay. Still flustered from the eye contact with the 
tall bloke, though, he didn't notice that his passport slid from his pocket along with his wallet, and fell to the 
pavement. He paid and took his food, walking up the street in search of a place to sit and eat. 


Tommy, intrigued by the baby-faced dude, saw something fall from his pocket as he paid, then the kid stepped 
away from whatever he'd dropped. "Vince, Nikki, you go on to wherever, I'll find you dudes later," he said 
impulsively, then headed towards the taco cart. He used the pretext of wanting to see the menu board before 
waiting in the line, so people good-naturedly let him get close in as long as he didn't try to actually squeeze 
into the line. To make it look good, Tommy peered at the board and sighed, then turned around. "Wrong cart, | 


guess, this one doesn't have the one | wanted," he muttered to himself. 


As he turned, Tommy bent down and grabbed the little booklet that no one else seemed to have noticed on the 
ground. Walking away from the taco cart again, he paused by a brightly-lit club marquee to see exactly what 
the kid had dropped, and his eyes widened. It was a passport. Shit, now he for sure needed to find the kid; as a 
tourist, he'd need the passport to even go home again. He looked at the name again, Richard John Cyril Allen, 
and snorted a little. How utterly British, having two middle names. He also noted in passing that the kid was 
eighteen, just a year younger than himself. 


Something nagged at him about the name, though, and then he remembered - that English band that had been 
through a week or so back, opening for Blackfoot! He was pretty sure the drummer was named Rick and was 
supposed to be a few years younger than the rest of the band. Maybe it was the same person? He headed up 
the road in the direction the kid had gone, scanning the people he passed and paying particular attention to 


anyone sitting down and eating. 


Rick finished his food and stood up from the low wall he'd found to sit on whilst he ate, balling up the 
wrappers as he scanned the area for a bin. He'd just found one and chucked his rubbish into it when an 


unfamiliar voice startled him by calling his name. 


Tommy spotted the passports owner as the kid stood up and pitched his wrappers into a nearby trash can. 
"Rick?" he called. "Rick Allen?" 


"That's me," Rick said, looking a little wary, but also blushing a little when he saw it was the tall bloke from 


earlier. "Erm, do | know you?" 


"No, but it's good to meet you," Tommy said with a smile. "I'm Tommy Lee - and you dropped this at the taco 
cart" He held out Rick's passport. 


"Bloody hell, thank youl" Rick said. "I can't believe | didn't notice | dropped it" He took the passport and smiled up 
at Tommy. "Seriously, mate, thanks. I'd offer to buy you a pint, but your bloody laws mean | can't get into any 
of your pubs." 


Tommy laughed. "Yeah, | can't fucking get into ‘em myself. But we got plenty of beer at the house | share with 
a couple of my bandmates, if you'd like to come back there with me? Mind, the place is kinda gross, cause, you 
know, three guys pretty much only do laundry when we're wearing our last pair of socks and only clean when 


we're throwing a kegger, but at least we can drink there." 

Rick laughed as well. "Yeah, I'm the spoiled one of my band - | joined up so young that | kept living at home 
even when the rest of them shared a flat. But | can deal with it. I've been to their flat before, and they've let 
it get pretty fucking manky in there." 

"Worst case, we drink in my room," Tommy said with a grin. "I shoveled it out this morning.” 

Rick grinned back. "Lead on, then, mate. | don't know where you live, after all." 

"Walking'll take half the night, let's grab a cab," Tommy said. He stepped to the side of the road and waved one 
down as it discharged passengers outside a club. He shoved Rick into the back seat, climbing in after him, and 


then gave the driver an address. 


The cabbie looked a bit dubious as they pulled up in a decrepit neighborhood, but less unhappy when Tommy 
handed him the full fare and a reasonable tip. 


Rick followed Tommy out of the car and looked about. "Almost reminds me of Sheffield, but for the palm 


trees," he commented. 


Tommy laughed. "I wouldn't know. We got up to Canada last year, but that's as far as we've traveled. Well, with 
the band, anyway. Been down to Mexico a couple of times on vacation" He let them into the derelict little 
house. "So, welcome to the Motley House. Living room over that way, kitchen through here..” he paused to 
grab a six-pack from the fridge, "and down this way, there's the bathroom and this is my room." He turned 
into one of the open doorways lining the hallway. "Just sit on the bed, | don't have any chairs in here." 


"Not a bad place,” Rick said, hesitating for a moment before kicking off his trainers and then sitting on the bed 
with his back against the wall. "Loads bigger than most places I've been to back home. This place looks to have 
the same number of rooms as my auntie's cottage, but all the rooms are easily twice as big." He did notice 


that Tommy's room was significantly cleaner than the rest of the place but chose not to comment on that. 


"Really?" Tommy asked, knocking the cap off a bottle against his dresser, then passing the bottle to Rick and 
opening one for himself. "Guess that makes sense, England's kinda small compared to the US, isn't it?" He 
followed his quest's example and kicked off his sneakers before settling beside Rick and leaning back against the 


wall. 

“Small in area, | suppose," Rick said. "Not that geography's my strong point. | left school when | was fifteen and 
joined Def Leppard, so's not to hold the band back from touring and all, y'know? Had to get registered as 
homeschooled and sit my CSEs to keep it legal, but yeah." He took a drink and smiled. "And thanks for this, too." 


Tommy smiled. "You're welcome. You're the drummer for your band, right? l'm Motley Crue's drummer. 


What's your gear?" 

The two young men chatted about gear and told funny stories from various shows for an hour or so, just 
relaxing and getting to know one another. By the time they'd killed the six-pack, Tommy had inched closer to 
Rick, who didn't seem to notice until Tommy's arm brushed against his. He blushed. 


"Erm... sorry about that," Rick mumbled, pulling his arm closer to himself. 


"Don't be sorry," Tommy murmured. "I got no problem with it. | woudn'tve invited you back here if | did. | saw 


how you were looking at me, back out on the Strip." 
"You... l." Rick's face blazed as he dropped his gaze and went very still 
"You been with a guy before?" Tommy asked casually. He didn't think so, but no harm in asking. 


"No," Rick said. But in a softer voice he admitted, "But I'd like to be." 


"Really glad | noticed you drop your passport, then," Tommy said. He reached out and tucked his fingers under 
Rick's chin, tilting his face up, then leaning in to plant a soft kiss on his lips. 


Rick melted into that kiss, sliding his arm around Tommy's waist. His lips parted and his tongue flicked against 
Tommy's lips, tasting the beer they'd been drinking. 


Tommy purred approvingly and returned the favor, letting Rick explore his mouth before he explored Rick's. He 
pulled the smaller man into his lap, his hands exploring Rick's broad shoulders, enjoying the solid bulk now 


pressed against him. 


Wrapping his arms around Tommy, Rick pressed close as he deepened the kiss, moaning. His hands wandered 
over Tommy's slender yet chiseled torso, tentatively slipping up under the back of his t-shirt to caress bare 


flesh. 
"Feels good," Tommy murmured. "Want more?" 


"Yeah," Rick answered, his breath hitching slightly. "| want more. | wanted you the minute | saw you walking 
down the Strip, but | never thought I'd have a chance with you." 


"Glad | caught you watching me, then," Tommy chuckled. "That cute blush when | caught you made me stop 
and really look, and | sure as fuck liked what | saw. You dropping your passport like that just gave me the 
world's best excuse to ditch Nikki and Vince to chase after you instead" He tugged Rick's t-shirt over his 
head, giving an approving purr at the sight, Rick might be a small man, but a nicely proportioned one, with 
decently broad shoulders for his height and a chest and arms sculpted by his drumming. 


Returning the favour, Rick divested Tommy of his t-shirt, admiring his lean build and wiry muscles before 
tentatively running both hands over his chest. He shifted as his cock strained against the confines of his jeans, 
and felt Tommy's hardness digging into his thigh. "Will you fuck me?" he whispered. 


Tommy's eyes widened. "Are you sure?" he asked softly. 


"Yeah," Rick said. "I never.. but yeah, | wanna feel you inside me," he whispered as he nuzzled Tommy's neck. 
"Please, Tommy? Part of why | stayed in the States was cos | wanted to be with a man, without the other 
blokes about and poking their noses in, y'know? But then | had no idea how to meet someone once | realised I'd 


not be allowed in the gay pubs over here." 


"Fuck yeah, Rick," Tommy replied, leaning in to lick Rick's ear. "You want me to fuck you, hell yeah, I'll fuck you." 
He rolled away for a moment, reaching into the top drawer of his dresser and groping around until he found a 
pack of condoms and lube. He set them on top of the dresser, then turned his attention to ridding Rick of his 
jeans, socks, and underwear. He stood up long enough to strip down as well, then as an afterthought, engaged 
the chain lock on his door. "Don't want the other assholes interrupting for the laughs if they come home," he 


commented as he rejoined Rick on the bed 


Rick watched with rising lust as Tommy stripped down, his eyes widening slightly at the sight of Tommy's 
generous endowment. He licked his lips nervously, still wanting to feel that hard length inside himself, even if he 


was suddenly unsure it would fit. 


Used to this reaction the first time his male partners- and even a few female partners - saw him, even the 
more experienced ones, Tommy reached out to tuck a stray curl behind Rick's ear. "We only do what you want, 


| promise. Whatever we do, I'll make you feel good." 


"I know," Rick said. He reached out to run his hands over Tommy's chest once more, teasing lightly at dark 


ripples and feeling them harden into little points under his fingers. 


"Fuck," Tommy moaned, his breath hitching. "Feels good" He leaned in and captured Rick's lips once more, in a 
slow and burning kiss. He let his hands wander, first tugging on Rick's nipples in return and then sliding one hand 


around to stroke along his spine and down over that shapely ass. 
Rick squirmed, his hips rocking and his cock sliding against Tommy's. "Please." he begged. 
"You sure?" Tommy questioned. 


"Yeah... please, Tommy...” Rick moaned. 


Tommy reached for the lube and covered the fingers of one hand. With the other, he stroked Rick's cock 
slowly, just teasing touches as his lubed finger probed gently between Rick's ass cheeks. One slick finger gently 
breached Rick's tight pucker. 


"Oh!" Rick gasped a little as that finger slipped inside, feeling an unfamiliar yet oddly arousing feeling of fullness. 
He bucked his hips a little, not sure if he wanted Tommy's finger to go away or if he wanted it to plunge 
deeper. "That's so.. so.. different." 


"Easy, Rick, relax, okay?" Tommy whispered. "I know its uncomfortable at first, but l'm gonna make you feel so 
good." He slowly kissed his way up Rick's torso as he wrapped his other hand around Rick's throbbing erection, 
stroking as he worked his finger in Rick's passage. 


Rick moaned softly as his body grew accustomed to the new sensation. As Tommy indicated, the discomfort 
quickly dissipated. He thrust back slowly, wanting to feel more. "Feels good," he whispered. 


Eyes dark with desire as he watched his partner carefully for signs of distress, Tommy carefully inserted a 


second finger into Rick's opening. He smiled, leaning in to capture Rick's lips in a passionate kiss. 


Moaning into that kiss, Rick let his hands wander over Tommy's torso and lower, tracing the muscles and just 


brushing against his throbbing erection 


Tommy moaned and broke the kiss, pulling his hips back. "Easy, Rick," he whispered. "I wanna make sure you 
enjoy your first time." He carefully thrust and wiggled his fingers inside of Rick, his heated eyes never leaving 
Rick's face. 


"Feels fucking brilliant," Rick said, then gasped and bucked up as Tommy's fingers brushed over a place inside 


that sent a bolt of pure desire arcing through his body. "Oh! That.. fuck.. more!" 


Tommy's breath caught. "Jesus fuck, Rick, you got any fucking clue how hot you look right now?" Tommy 
murmured, working his fingers within his lover's body and adding a third. 


Rick moaned as Tommy's fingers hit that one spot again and again. "Tommy... please.. need you...” 


Panting, Tommy slowly withdrew his fingers, rolled on a condom and coated his shaft generously with the lube. 


"You're sure?" he murmured. "Get on your knees, then." 


It took Rick a moment, but with a nudge, his brain caught up with what Tommy wanted him to do and he rolled 
over, getting to his hands and knees and spreading his legs. He looked back to see Tommy up on his own knees 
between his spread legs, then cried out as he felt Tommy's cock slowly sinking into his passage. "Oh... fucking 
hell.. so good, Tommy...” 


"God, Rick." Tommy groaned as he pressed forward, slowly encasing his cock in the tight heat of Rick's body. 
He reached around to stroke Rick's shaft as he started a slow and sensuous thrusting. 


Rick's head spun with the sensations threatening to overwhelm him. "Tommy... l.. ohhh.." he moaned again as 
each thrust hit that one spot, driving him crazy. His back arched and his hips rocked against Tommy as his 
cock throbbed in his lover's hand. "Please..." 


Tommy let his desire take over, holding Rick's hip with one hand to steady himself as he thrust faster and 
harder. At the same time, he matched the pace with the hand on Rick's cock. "You're so fucking hot.." he 


moaned. "So close... come for me, Rick!" 


Rick shuddered as a slight change in angle pushed him over the edge. “Tommy.” he cried out as he climaxed, 


coating Tommy's hand with his completion. 


Gasping for breath, Tommy strained forward with an inarticulate cry as he exploded deep within Rick's tight 
heat. Still shaking, he gathered Rick up against himself and rolled them to the side, peppering the back of Rick's 
neck with soft little kisses. "You okay, there?" 


Curled up with Tommy spooned around him, Rick purred with sleepy satisfaction. "Brilliant," he whispered, a 
goofy smile on his face. "Thanks." 


"Thank you," Tommy said, carefully pulling out, then removing and tying off the condom, tossing it in the 
general direction of the little wastebasket in the corner. He lay back down next to Rick, wrapping his arm 
around him once more. "l'm guessing you won't be here much longer," he murmured, "but I'd like to spend 


more time with you, if you'd be interested." 


"Three more days," Rick said. "Then | have an early flight back to London" He shifted around to face Tommy, 


giving him a smile. "But I'd like to spend more time with you as well." 


"Wanna stay here the rest of your time in LA?" Tommy asked. "Vince and Nikki won't say anything to the 
tabloids about us or anything like that. And more to the point, we slip them some cash, they'll get us drinks." 


Rick laughed. "Sounds brilliant," he agreed. 


